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PREFACE. 



It has been beautifully remarked by an 
anonymous writer that "Poetry reveals to us 
the loveliness of Nature, brings back the fresh- 
ness of youthful feeling, revives the relish of 
simple pleasures, keeps unquenched the enthu- 
siasm which warmed the spring-time of our 
being, strengthens our interest in human nature, 
by vivid delineations of its tenderest and loftiest 
feelings, and through the brightness of its pro- 
phetic visions, helps Faith to lay hold on the 
future life.'^ 

Induced by the belief that such is the true 

mission of Poetry, 'I have caused the following 

humble Httie Poems to be published ; prayerfully 

hoping that He who does not disdain to work 

by feeble instruments, will make them conducive 

to His glory. 

ANN AMELIA SEARLE. 

Upper Bangor, 
North Walesy 
1866. 
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LASTING HAPPINESS. 
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" I see that all are wanderers gone astray, 
Each in his own delusions ; they are lost 
In chase of fancied happiness, still woo'd 
And never won." Cowper. 



Oh ! say can lasting happiness be found 
Uninterrupted, on earth's sinful ground? 
Can we secure it in a leafy dell, 
Where flowerets bloom as if by magic spell, 
And where repose and pleasure seem to rest, 
"While all around in beauteous hues are drest ? 

Ah, no ! this fair and ever-radiant guest. 
Not long abides to cheer the human breast ; 
In crowded city, or secluded vale. 
And o'er the wide world, Truth asserts this tale, 
That from life's early dawn, until its close, 
No lasting happiness the frail heart knows : 



12 LASTING HAPPINESS. 

Though numerous axe the paths in which we stray, 
In keen pursuit throughout life's changeful day ; 
When we the prize for one bright moment grasp, 
It disappears before Time's withering blast ; 
And ere our offc-repeated search is o'er, 
Time brings us down to Death's dark, cheerless 
shore. 

Some seek for bliss from military fame, 
Though num'rous are the wounded and the slain ; 
"While dire Destruction hurls her shafts around, 
And stifled groans are heard all o'er the ground. 
Far from their homes the fallen yield their breath. 
With none to soothe them in the hour of death ! 

But ah ! war's din re-echoes o'er the plain. 
Till some a blood-bought victory do gain ; 
Alas ! what desolation and distress 
Comes on the widow and the fatherless, 
So many a soul with anguish overflows. 
And aching hearts are thus denied repose. 

Angel of Mercy ! spread Thy guardian wing. 
To shield our country from war's direful sting ; 
Quench false ambition, put our foes to flight. 
Teach us to seek for happiness aright ; 
And haste the blissful time when o'er each heart 
Peace shaH her sceptre sway, nor with it part ! 



AK INQTJIBY AFTER LASTING HAPPINESS. 13 

Some win contentment fondly hope to gain 
From peaceful commerce on the briny main. 
Where mountain waves in foaming billows sweep 
O'er the vast bosom of the mighty deep ; 
And where stem grandeur marks the stormy wave, 
Too oft, alas ! the seaman's early grave. 



Some seek for happiness from pleasure gay, 
And walk in Dissipation's thorny way ; 
Folly's wild pleasures they pursue in vain. 
Instead of true content they sorrow gain : 
And oft through life they deeply mourn, I ween, 
The misspent hours which no one can redeem. 



Some will contentment seek from monied store, 
Wealth may abound, yet Avarice cries **more," 
And riches fly away on Time's swift wings. 
They're most uncertain of all worldly things : 
While lasting bliss no change can e'er destroy, 
It lies beyond the reach of earth's alloy. 



True happiness is foreign to our earth, 
" 'Tis an exotic of celestial birth," 
Tet once in Eden's favoured bowers it grew. 
Ere our first parents sin and sorrow knew ; 
But in that evil hour of sin's first blight, 
A spirit-breeze bore it to realms of light ! 
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And there alone can lasting bliss be found, — 
It cannot thrive on earth's nngenial ground, 
But in the home of uncreated joy 
It blooms unfadingly, without alloy ; 
Sown by Jehovah's ever-bounteous hand, 
O'er the vast regions of that peaceful land. 



^iattsss n i\t Jail zi ^ntimi 

Ye nations, bow before the King of kings, 

The great Disposer of all finite things ; 

By whose command the earth, the sea, the skies, 

At the creation did from chaos rise, 

And by His sovereign will must pass away ; 

So empires rise, and fall into decay. 

Memphis ! for ages thou hast been unknown. 
Time hath thine ancient dynasties o'erthrown ; 
Still thy vast pyramids resist decay. 
Though monuments of kings long passed away ; 
We turn to history's page, and grieve to find 
Those kings were worshippers of idols blind. 



ON THE FALL OF AKdEKT KINGDOMS. 15 

Proud Babylon, once feumed in ereiy clime, 
Where are the glories now that once were thine ? 
Thy massive walls, and ponderous gates of brass, 
Have yielded to Time's powerful hand, alas ! 
Owls, Bats, and Dragons, from thy ruins cry, 
Fulfilling thus the Scripture prophecy.* 

Nineveh ! once Assyria's proud delight, 
The explorer's busy hand is on thy site ; 
Euins on buried ruins there are found. 
And lie in wild confusion o'er the groxmd : 
Thou hast so long surrendered to decay. 
Thy history is almost swept away ! 

Palmyra I f where are now the gorgeous fanes 
Wherein thy priests proclaimed thy idols' names ? 
Have they not been for ages overthrown 
Midst desert sands, with thy false gods of stone ? 
Now, death-like silence reigns o'er all around, 
And seldom e'en a traveller is found. 

Majestic EstaMiar ! X ah, where art thou ? 
Before aU-conquering Time thou too didst bow, 
Rank weeds alone thy mould'ring walls adorn, 
Long hast thou been of all thy glory shorn, 
And o'er thy site the wand'ring Arab strays. 
To sing thy beauteous legendary lays. 



♦ Isaiah xiii. 21, 22. + Tadmor of the Desert. I Perscpolis. 
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Once classic Gfreece ! Dissension's fatal power 
Severed thy kingdoms in an evil hour, 
And the despoiling Turk sat on thy throne ; 
So Despotism claimed thee for her own : 
But Phoenix-like thou risest from decay, 
To bask in Freedom's ever-glorious ray ! 

Carthage ! powerful rival once of Eome, 
Buried thou liest in Oblivion's tomb ! 
For victory thy sons contend no more, 
Death hath subdued them, and their hopes 

are o'er, 
Thy mighty fleets have perished like thy name — 
Such is the end of all terrestrial fame. 

Great Queen of nations ! grand imperial Eome, 
Of senators and soldiers proud, the home ; 
Thy ancient wealth and power now prostrate lie. 
Thus all earth's joys do fade, or fall, or die : 
No human hand can save them from decay. 
We cherish them awhile, and where are they ? 

Forsaken Tyre ! once the rich merchant's boast, 
Thy trade is gone, and ruined is thy coast ; 
Thy ancient fortresses are all o'erthrown, — 
Beneath the sea they lie, with weeds o'ergrown : 
And o'er thy beach the fisherman now strays 
Forgetful of thy former prosperous days. 



ON THE FALL OF ANdENT KINGDOMS. 17 

Once glorious Salem ! birthplace fair of Him 
Who died that we might pardoned be for sin ; 
Thy costly palaces are all decayed, 
Which Israel's monarch once with pride surveyed ! 
God soon will gather thy lost tribes once more, 
Though they are scattered all the wide-world o'er. 

Oh, great Jehovah ! haste the blissful time, 

When all mankind shall bow before Thy shrine ; 

May they be led from sin's captivity, 

Not with impenitence, but willingly ; 

Its fetters then no more our hearts will tie, 

Satan shall fall,* and ever prostrate He ! 



* i.e. Satan's kingdom on earth. 
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Prayer is a haven to the shipwrecked mariner. 

St. Chbtsostom. 

The tempest's rage is stilled, Almighty power 

Hath calmed the billows of the ocean vast ; 

But Deyastation's work is there displayed 

By numerous fragments of a vessel's wreck : 

And one poor man survives to tell the tale 

That all the crew, save him, lie 'neath the waves : 

He sits alone, upon a broken plank, 

In the sad attitude of hopeless woe ; 

With throbbing heart, and wild, dejected eye, 

He gazes on the cheerless sea and sky. 

But looks around in vain, no one is near 

To succour, or to share his misery : 

His calls for aid are answered only by 

The sea-bird's scream ; while o'er him bursts the 

foaming 
Billows' rage. Deep sighs do now his bosom heave, 
Visions are bright of home, and his beloved ones 
Haunt his fevered brain ; while vivid Fancy paints 
The long fled hours of tranquil happiness. 
Too bright to last : and Memory with her keen 
And piercing glance reviews the num'rous sins 
Of former years, while judge-like Conscience gives 
Her stem rebuke, and deep Eemorse in mourning 



THE SHIPWRECKED MARINER. 19 

Vesture clad, sorely regrets life's ev'ry misspent 

Hour, and vainly wishes they could be re-called. 

Thus dark Despair in her most hideous form 

Fills every chamber of his troubled brain ; 

For Death's worst terrors stared him in the face, 

Ah ! who can paint his spirit's agony ? 

Here language fails ; words are too weak to show 

The awful anguish of a hopeless soul. 

Which dreams of no glad waking fi-om death's 

sleep : 
Yet there is One, whose ever gracious ear 
Is always open to His creature's prayer ; 
His opportimity* is often in 
The midst of man's extremest need and want. 
And so alike in temporal as in 
Spiritual things, God's eye alone the 
Soul of man can reach, and doth, when He sees 
Fit, deliverance send ; thus teaching man 
In sorrow's trying hour to trust in Him. — 
Such thoughts as these came to the seaman's mind, 
Instill' d I ween by that unseen angelic 
Agency, which offc is felt though not clearly 
Understood ; so little can the soul while 
Here below, know of the invisible — 
The spirit- world. — ^Thus Hope's bright sun arose 
To dear the doubts which hovered o'er his soul 
And lit afresh the embers on Faith's pile, 



* ** Man*8 extremity is God's opportunity." 
B 2 
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Kindled a flame of heavenly desire, 

And prompted this most earnest, hopeful prayer ; 

Guilty am I, — 
In humble confidence I look to Thee ; 
Since sinless Jesus died upon the cross 
To set the sinner free. 

! blessed One, 
Who hast e'en to this hour supported me ; 
Oh ! stay life's parting breath ; let me not taste of 
death 

Till I'm absolved by Thee. 

Thou who hast calmed 
The foaming billows of the angry sea ; 
Speak to my conscience peace, and me release 

From Satan's tyraimy. 

Save me. Oh save ! 
Conqueror of Death, Lord of the grave. 
Thou who didst walk upon the stormy wave, 

Oh! succour me, 
That I may praise Thee through eternity. 

While thus he prayed 
The Sun's bright rays burst through a hazy cloud, 
Clearing a mist which o'er the waters hung ; 
Eevealing thus to his bewildered gaze 
A life-boat nearing leeward o'er the main, 
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Soul-cheeriiig thoughts revived his drooping heart, 
As within hailing distance she drew nigh ; 
Manned with true seamen, gen'rous, bold, and 

brave, 
Who gladly rescued with no lingering aid 
This shipwrecked sailor from a watery grave. 
Landing him safely on the wished-for shore.* 

E'en so the Christian, tempest-tossed and tried 
By Satan's legion, finds Destruction's power 
Held in abeyance, by the mighty Hand 
That Hell's dark host in every form defies : 
While borne upon life's ever-varying tide. 
Which onward sweeps its unarrested course 
Into eternity's unknown abyss, 
Through Death's dark stream, unknown and 

silently : 
Whirlpools of vice, quicksands of evil thoughts. 
Cross-winds of strife, and hidden rocks of pride, 
Often impede his steady onward course 
Towards the Ark of everlasting rest : f 
Tet he will strive to make Faith's anchor sure 
Ere fleeting Time life's numbered sands have run, 



* A noble testimonial to England came once from the lips of 
a French captain wrecked on our Channel shore. His owners, 
investigating the disaster, asked him how he knew it was the 
English coast upon which he drove. "I knew it for England/' 
he replied, " by the voay the Ufehoats canie out to m*." 
f Jesus Christ. 
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Nor can the winds of strife, nor trouble's waves 
Shake the resolve of the aspiring soul ! 
Though Satan opes the floodgates of his wrath, 
And threatens to o'er whelm Faith's anchor sure, 
Yet there is One omnipotent to save. 
Who doth rebuke ApoUyon's fiery wrath, 
And whisper to the Christian, ^^ Peace , he stilV^ 
Despair's dark phantom then in vain may try 
With doubt's dim mists his vision to obscure ; 
For Hope's bright sun arising in his soul 
Illumes his path, to chase his fears away ! 
Viewing in retrospect all dangers past. 
He will with joy an Ebenezer raise 
Upon the altar of a grateful heart ; 
And so with zeal renewed his course pursue 
With fervent prayer ; until each thought becomes 
As a strong link imited to the chain 
Of everlasting love ; cemented by 
The three-fold influence of love divine 
Which holds a gentle sway o'er each true heart 
That for its presence yearns ; to lose thereby 
The spirit's earth-bound ties, that it may yearn 
For more than earthly bliss : while thus sustained 
Man's spirit will not shrink from crossing o'er 
Dark Jordan's swelling waves ; and wafted by 
A gracious heavenward breeze, it will be landed 
On that blissful shore which knows not Death, nor 
Fears Apollyon's rage. 



HEAVENLY WISDOM. 23 



Beauty fades, love false may prove, 
And friendship may not last ; 

But Wisdom, like an evergreen, 
Outlives Time's wintry blast. 

When Youth's delightful hours are fled. 

And lovers smile no more ; 
K Wisdom dwells within the mind. 

There's happiness in store. 

What though misfortune may oppress. 
And call forth Sorrow's tears ? 

True Wisdom will a solace be 
Throughout life's varied years. 

Or, if Affliction o'er life's sea 

Her stormy billows roll ; 
Virtue's sweet voice will whisper, Peace, 

To tranquilize the soul. 

E'en when stem Death is nigh at hand, 

And worldly comforts flee ; 
Cheered by EeHgion's happy smile, 

The soul at peace will be. 
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The stars are hid, thou, lovely moon, 

Art seen alone on high ; 
Day's reigning orb his face hath veiled 

Beneath the deep blue sky. 

I love to see thy shadowy light 
O'er mountain, vale, and plain ; 

For hapless wanderers by thy beams 
Find their lost homes again. 

Thou seemest o'er earth's sleeping sons 

A silent watch to keep ; 
While wearied with their cares and toils, 

They rest in slumber deep. 

Glide on ! gMe on ! fair pensive moon, 

Our lowly earth to grace ; 
Thou in the solemn midnight hour 

Its darkest gloom doth chase. 

E'en so the ever living Source 

Of uncreated light. 
Sends forth the Gbspel's joyous beams 

To cheer the soul's dark night. 



SOXXET OX ETERXTTY. 



^saart 2tt %'tvz:\: 



O VAST eternity ! life-time of the soul, 

Thou art no vision of the dreamer's brain 

Overwrought by Fancy's fine creative power, 

Nor idle myth of the enthusiast's mind 

To be embraced in haste, then thrown aside 

Like some fair garment when its fashion's old : 

The spirit is created to exist 

When sun, and moon, and stars have passed away : 

Earth's adamantine rocks shall fall, and melt 

like snow before the summer's genial warmth ; 

The waters of the deep shall disappear 

At Gbd's command, by whose great power they 

came; 
But man's immortal soul must ever live 
In endless glory or eternal woe. 
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f If ^zm zi i|f Jrl 

"Noah sent forth a dove from him, to see if the waters were 
abated from off the face of the ground. But the dove found no 
rest for the sole of her foot, and she returned unto him into the 
ark." — Gen. viii. 8, 9. 

IVrETHiNKS I see this bird of silvery hue, 

With wearied wings traverse her lonely way 

O'er the vast watery waste, seeking for some 

Dry spot whereon to rest ; when disappointed 

With her fruitless search, she to the ark returned 

For rest elsewhere denied. So many hearts 

In this world's wilderness still yearn for peace 

Which they can never find ; forgetting that 

Tlie regions of repose lie far beyond 

This world of restless strife, where earth-bound hearts 

Are struggling hard to gain some fair oasis. 

Drawn by fond Fancy in such colours bright 

That all their beauties fade, before they can obtain 

The wished-for prize. may I ne'er my best 

Affections set, on aught that Time can change, 

Nor on the shifting sands of chance rely, 

But like this Dove, a welcome refuge find. 

If the poor bird could happily confide 

In Noah's ark of perishable frame. 

How much more safely may my soul rely 

On the true Ark of everlasting rest ; * 

Which neither Time, nor Chance, can e'er destroy ? 



Jesus Christ. 
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The Rose is esteem' d the Queen of all flowers, 
Her beauty is matchless in Flora's gay bowers ; 
So thou, Albion's Isle ! art Queen of the sea. 
No land in the world thy equal can be : 
Abroad in strange climes, roam wherever I will. 
My own native Isle, I think of thee still : 
Thy much honoured statesmen, and heroes of war. 
Whose names are applauded, at home and afar ; 
With many a poet of world renowned name. 
Now live to inherit their well deserved fame. 

Chorus. 
Beautiful home of the brave and the free. 
Land of the Gospel, and true liberty ; 
Birthplace of Freedom, fair Queen of the sea, 
England for ever, may God be with thee. 
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Hurrah ! for the brave and hardy North, 

The land of high renown ; 
Where Fame records the noble deeds 

Which Honour loves to crown. 

Many a foe hath sought our shores, 

Who fought us, but in vain ; 
We drove them from our mountain heights, 

And live in peace again. 

Chorus. 

If invaders again seek our homes 

As they did in former days. 
We'll trust in God, true courage take. 

And give Him all the praise : 
Evermore will our hearts hold dear 

The faith which makes us free 
From the thraldom of indwelling sin 

And Satan's tyranny. 



A CAMBRIAN NATIONAL SONG. 29 

** The Truth against the World," * 
Our watchword thus we sing, 
Till mountain, vale, and plain. 
With joyful echoes ring. 

We've pardoned all the wrongs 

Inflicted on our land, 
By giving our bright sceptre 

Into a stranger's hand. 

Peace dwells within our walls, 

And no revenge we feel, — 
We've forgotten former feuds, 

And pray for England's weal. 

"The Truth against the World," 
Truth will for ever stand. 
Error must disappear 
From this and every land. 

The Prince of Peace shall reign 
Supreme the wide world o'er ; 

War will for ever cease, 

And strife be known no more. 



• *' Y Gwir yn erbyn y Byd." — This beautifol motto is one of 
the principal ones dispkyed at the grand National FestivalH 
which are annually held in Wales for the advancement of Art, 
Science, and Literature. 
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Green Isle of the West, in thee I behold 
A gem of more worth than silver or gold ; 
The patriot sighs when from thee he must part, 
Thou land ever dear to a fond grateful heart : 
True Valour and Glory with pride own thy name, 
Thou ever wilt live in the annals of fame ; 

And Truth speaks of thee, 

Fair Isle of the sea, 
As the home of true patriots gen'rous and free, 
Erin-go-bragh ! I can ne'er forget thee. 

Chorus. 

O'er island and sea 
My song this shall be, 
Erin-go-bragh, acushla macree ; * 
Thy sons are true champions, brave, noble, and free, 
Dear emerald Isle, " fair gem of the sea." 

Loved country ! for thee 

My prayer shall e'er be, 
O, blessM Eedeemer, in mercy hear me, 
Bid party strife cease, and hasten the day 
When Peace her bright sceptre for ever shall sway. 



* Ireland for ever, dear to my heart. 



THE SPARTAN MOTHER'S ADDRESS TO HER SOX. 31 
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Go thou, my son, in our dear country's cause 
Arm'd for the fight ; shrink not, though thy dead 

sire 
Lies on the battle field ; thou a Spartan art. 
Dishonour not the name of her brave sons : 
Bellona calls, haste, Oh ! haste away, shrink not 
However deadly be the strife, nor let 
Great Hellas' sun with waning lustre shine : 
While thou hast health and strength use it in 

Freedom's 
Ever Glorious Cause. 



IN ANSWER TO THE ABOVE. 

I GO ! Iffol 'tis all that I desire, 

My bosom bums with fierce and warlike tire : 

I will support our country's noble cause, 

I wiU defend her ever glorious laws : 

I have my sword, and in the hottest strife 

I'll yield it not, or yield it with my life. 

Adieu, dear mother ! much as I love thee, 

I love our country still more fervently : 

No longer I'll delay, my war-cry this shall be,- 

A soldier's honoured grave, or victory ! 
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Thus, midst the changes of this mortal life 
There is a conflict with sin's inward strife ; 
And Christians at the solemn hour of death, 
Can Victory shout, with their expiring breath. 
Theirs is no victory of common strife. 
Where man deprives his fellow man of life ; 
But 'tis an inward strife 'gainst foes unseen ; 
With the pure Spirit's weapons felt, not seen ; 
For liberty from Satan's power they strive, 
From their Creator they true strength derive, 
Who through His Son such armour e'er bestows 
Of sure defence against the soul's worst foes : 
For while they hurl their darts of malice round. 
Which only slightly wound, or fall to ground, 
The Cross's standard is exalted high 
Since Jesus died — He won the victory ! 
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Midst varied aflflictions and sorrow I stray, 
While temptations and sin encompass mj' way, 
But Christ is my Guardian, on Him I will stay, 
In love He will guide me through life's erring day 
Home to that blissful, and radiant shore, 
Where the sorrows of earth can assail me no more. 

Though stormy may be this life's troubled sea, 
No storm can overwhelm me, my motto shall be ; 
Since Christ is my Pilot, the soul's helm to guide, 
I'll fear not the swell of life's billowy tide ; 
Faith's anchor is fixed upon Heaven's calm shore, 
Where rivers of joy yield delight evermore. 

Though my path to the tomb may seem dreary and 

lone, . 
Yet Christ is my Leader, He'll bring me safe home ; 
The dark vale of death He before me hath trod. 
He will lead me with joy to the home of my God, 
In the saint's Eatherland, on that beautiful shore, 
Where death cannot come, and where sickness is o'er. 
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Meanwhile I will muse on those regions of joy, — 
Having peace which the world can ne'er give, nor 

destroy, — 
Till eternity's scenes are revealed to my view, 
And then with fresh ardour this theme I'll renew ; 
I will sing Hallelujah on Zipn's blest shore. 
When Jordan's rough waters are safely crossed o'er. 

Through ages untold the grand hymn I'll prolong, 
Where no discord can mar the delight of my song ; 
And seraphs' sweet voices will join in this strain — 
Worthy the Lamb ! who for sinners was slain ; 
To Him be all honour and glory and might, — 
All Heaven is filled with His radiance bright ! 
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I've roamed over mountains, 

And deserts, and vales. 
In the villager's cot 

I have told my sad tales ; 
And I've been in the halls 

Of the wealthy and great. 
But they heeded me not. 

Nor cared for my fate. 

Thus I strayed o'er the earth 

Neglected and lone. 
Having wandered away 

From my own native home : 

Like the prodigal son 

In the story of old, 
I found my wealth wasted. 

And charity cold ; 
Till determined no longer 

'Mid strangers to roam, 
My steps I retraced 

To my dear Father's home, 
c 2 
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So man's evil heart, 

When touched by God's grace 
Feels itself to be sinfdl, 

And sordid, and base ; 
He humbly determines 

No longer to roam 
In the broad paths of sin, 

Far from God's blissful home. 



^cug ci i\t ^srg ^ccL 



' Oh ! that I had wings like a Dove, for then woold I fly away, 
and be at rest.'* 



As the song-bird from her cage set free 

Eejoiees in her liberty. 
So will I, Lord, rejoice in Thee, 

When from sin's bondage I am free. 

Too long, alas ! by Satan bound, 

Oh ! lead me where true rest is found. 

And where all tears are wiped away. 
In realms of eTeilasting day. 



THE AGED CHRISTIAN'S REGRET AND SOLACE. 37 



Sweet days of pleasure, ye are past, 

Ye are for ever flown. 
When with delight, and childish glee, 

I roamed the woods along ; 
No earthly joy since then IVe known 

Can equal that glad time. 
When sportive infancy was blithe 

And youth was in its prime. 

Too soon, alas ! these days are gone. 
With all their pleasures gay ; 

I never thought of future ills 
While time thus rolled away. 

And yet, though many years have fled 

Since I was in my prime. 
Memory and Fancy oft imite 

To paint that joyous time, 
When my heart was blithesome as a bird 

Warbling its matin song. 
My dreams of life were happy ones 

With no dull cares among. 
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But ah ! dark sorrow's heavy cloud 

Has damped my former joy, 
The once bright sun is now eclipsed, 

And sportive pleasures cloy. 
For youth has fled, and health is gone,— 

Thus earthly comforts fleet ; — 
And Death has robbed me of the Mends 

That made life's morning sweet. 

I now in loneliness must pass 

My dull old age away. 
Since I have lost the loving ones 

Who were my earthly stay. 

My spirit yearns for that bless'd hour 

When freed from mortal clay, 
To take its flight to the better land — 

A country far away — 
Where Death can never come, and woe 

And partings are imknown ; 
Such hopes as these alone can cheer 

When earthly joys are flown : 

And though my former Mends no more 
Can cheer me on life's way ; 

I'm not alone, Christ is my Guide, 
My Solace and my Stay. 
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Lo ! fciendly Death hath set my spirit free, 

Op'd are the gates of immortality ! 

Though in the silent grave my body lies, 

My dwelling-place is far beyond the skies ; 

In that blest home where every grief is o'er, — 

Where sin is banished to return no more, 

And where no partings sever friendship's tie. 

And happiness beams forth from every eye, 

Immortal crowns of glory now we wear. 

And palms of lasting victory we bear. 

This is a land whose joys can never wane, 

But fuller bliss, and higher glory gain ; 

It is our meed to do Jehovah's will, 

And our delight His orders to fulfil. 

Pure living streams abound on this bright shore, 

Of which we drink, to live for evermore, 

And fadeless flowers in rich abundance grow, 

'Mid fairer scenes than Eden e'er did know. 

The heavenly city needs no planet's light, 

God is a Sun whose rays exclude the night : 

Th' Eedeemed of earth His blissful presence feel. 

And with the angelic host before Him kneel. 

While thus they chaunt their never-ceasing songs. 

Worthy the Lamb ! to whom all power belongs, 

And Holy, Holy, Holy ! is their cry, — 

Lord God of Hosts ! supreme in majesty! 
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As the fair orb that rules the day- 
Shines forth with lustre bright, 

So will the Sun of Righteousness 
Diffuse a radiant light : 

He'll reign supreme the wide world o'er 

And every foe withstand, 
True Gospel peace to spread abroad 

O'er this and every land. 

Then will the nations know the Lordj 
That bow to wood and stone, 

Their idols shall be thrown aside 
And Christ adored alone. 

Oh, quickly come ! celestial Dove, 
"With healing on Thy wings," 

To clear the gloomy mist of doubt. 
Which from our conscience springs : 

Descend and dwell within our hearts, 

Oh, cheer us with thy love. 
That we may see Thy glorious face, 

In blissful realms above ! 
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** God is Love." 

" God 80 loved the world, that He gave His only begotton Son, 
that whosoever believeth in Him should not perish, but have ever- 
lasting life." — John iii. 16. 

Unnumbered stars of radiance bright 

With glory shine above, 
On all mankind they seem to gaze, 

And whisper, " GK)d is Love." 

The orb of night e'er changeful is 

Like our inconstant earth. 
But changeless is the word of Him 

Who gave creation birth ! 

Oh, may we ever put our trust 

In that unchanging power ; 
Which hath in mercy, love, and grace. 

Preserved us to this hour : 



And gave His own beloved Son 
To die, that we might live. 

In a bright world of endless joy 
Eternal praise to give. 
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'Tis pleasant on a star-lit night, 

In thoughtful mood to gaze 
On fair creation's orbs, and give 

The great Creator praise. 

Tho' Day's bright orb has from our view 
Withdrawn the cheering light, 

His absence has prepared the reign 
Of dark and starry night. 

So when Misfortune's clouds have hid 

Prosperity's bright sim, 
The Scripture promises will cheer 

Every believing one. 
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THOUGHTS ON FLOWERS. 



JiiirnSiirii0ii. 



''Are not flowers the stars of earth, and are not stars the 
flowers of Heaven? Flowers are the teachers of gentle thoughts 
— ^promoters of kindly emotion. One cannot look closely at the 
structure of a flower without loving it. They are emblems and 
manifestations of God's love to the creation, and they are the 
means and ministrations of man's love to his fellow-creatures ; 
for they first awaken in the mind a sense of the beautiful and the 
good." — Charlotte Elizabeth. 

How sweetly is God's love to man 

Expressed in Nature's face, 
The Passion-flower does thus display 

The emblems of tiis grace : 

Amidst its pallid leaves a cross, 
And crown of thorns appear, 

Fond Fancy also there beholds 
Other sad symbols near. 

And in the fruitful Vine is seen 
Christ's own appointed type : 

! may I ever faithful be 
To that great Antitype : 
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Just as the constant Sunflower turns 
Towards the sun's bright rays, 

So may I now and evermore 
My great Redeemer praise. 

In the white Lily's purity 
An emblem fair is shewn, 

Of Him who by His spotless life 
For sinners did atone. 

The beauteous Rose a symbol is 
Of Sharon's matchless Flower, 

Who by His death a fragrance yields 
Of soul-reviving power. 

I love ye all, sweet emblem flowers, 
Gbd's messengers ye are, 

His love and goodness to declare 
O'er regions near and far. 
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Thou lovely flower, to Nature dear, 

With joy I see thee rise, 
While birds of song hail Spring's return 

In choral harmonies. 

I hail thy form with fond delight. 
Wee, modest, slender flower. 

Thou art the first of Flora's tribe. 
That ornaments my bower. 

Though thou art lovely, child of Spring, 
Thy charms will wither soon. 

Thy spotless vest of snowy white, 
Must lose its beauteous bloom. 

So human beauty will not last, 
Though fair it blooms awhile, 

Age, care, or sorrow, steals away 
From Youth's gay face the smile. 

But there's a land where Beauty's prime 

Can never know decay. 
Where earthly sorrows come not nigh 

To take its charms away. 
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Oh, may I e'er wliile here below, 
A heavenward course pursue. 

That I may see those regions bright, 
And share their glories true. 



%z l\t log nn zu ag?S %vn. 

Fair evergreen ! how lovingly thou climb' st 
O'er the bare branches of that withered tree. 
Clothing with verdure its decaying trunk, — 
As if thou kindly wouldst its leaves supply. 
With thine own foliage bright : and thou wilt climb 
Even the loftiest heights ; heedless alike 
Whether gay summer smiles, or hoary winter 

frowns. 
Seasons may change while thou remain'st the same. 
Thus may my earnest soul a lesson learn 
From thee, to court not this world's smiles, nor 

heed 
Its frowns ; but e'er confidingly cling to the 
Saviour's cross, whate'er may me betide. 
Prosperity, or want, health, sickness, strife, or 

peace. 
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Beneath the spreading branches of a tree, 
In a deep vale, a fair wild floweret grew, 
Which filled the air around with odour sweet ; 
It was a little plant of beauty rare, 
Though seldom noticed in this lone retreat. 
Gently the dew of evening on it fell, 
'Twas sheltered from the nipping wintry blast, 
And from the sun's too fervent heat 'twas safe ; 

Till some rash hand 
Transplanted it to an exposed parterre. 
That numerous eyes its fragile charms might view ; 
But ah ! 'twas shaded not from noon-tide heat, 
Nor sheltered from night's cold, and lacking too its 
Genial native soil, it died. 
E'en so it is with the blest seed of Hope divine 
Within our hearts ; while it remains beneath 
The Saviour's cross, 'tis safe from harm; adversity's 
Cold blast in vain may blow, for all Time's changes 
Can affect it not ; since the dew of heavenly grace 
In rich profusion falls to germinate this seed. 
Till it springs up like a fair blooming flower. 
And grafting with true faith its scent ascends on 
High, 
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And the Eedeemer finds a savour sweet ; 
For in this cahn retreat it ever looks to Him 
For life, health, strength, support ; while thus 

sustained. 
It bears good fruit on earth, till Spirit-breezes 
Waft it into Heaven. 

But ah ! this precious plant 
Through evil agency is oft removed 
From Calvary's holy shade, to an imgenial 
Soil, where soon, alas ! 'tis choked by sin's rank 

weeds. 
And fruit produce like that of the renowned 
Asphaltine lake, which turns to dust and disappoints 
The taste. Hope then ceases to be divine, 
Deprived of its fit aliment ; it is sustained 
By earth alone, and thitherward it turns ; 
While thus exposed to the sirocco blast 
Of Satan's power, like a frail blighted flower, 
It droops and dies.* 



* Christ saitli, " As the branch cannot bear fruit of itself, except 
it abide in the vine ; no more can ye, except ye abide in me." — 
St. John xt. 4. 

And Jude speaks of " Trees whose fruit withereth, without 
fruit, twice dead, plucked up by the roots." 

Also " of the angels who kept not their first estate." 
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"Be ye clothed with hnmility" — 1 Pet. v. 5. 

Hail, lovely flower with drooping head, 
The lowliest on earth's flowery bed, — 
Thy perfume charms the passer by — 
Tho' thy presence does not court the eye. 
In robes of modest hue arrayed, 
Thou dwell'st beneath the leafy shade ; 
As if it were thine aim to be 
A pattern of humility. 
Twas thus I mused on viewing thee, 
Sweet " gem of Flora's treasury ; " 
For soon all worldly pride must fail 
Before the King of Terrors pale, 
And soon will cease the pomp, and state. 
That on the sons of Fortune wait. 
But true humility will shed 
A lasting blessing on our head : 
For Jesus Christ when here below 
Proclaimed against vain pride and show, 
And bade His followers to be 
Arrayed in meek humility. 
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Jittoga Jari^'s |lS2nss in a |lcui?r 

"Who does not recollect the exultation of Vaillant over a 
flower in the torrid wastes of Africa ? The affecting mention of the 
influence of a flower upon the mind, by Mungo Park, in a time of 
suffering and despondency, in the heart of the same savage country, 
is familiar to every one." — Howitt's Book of the Seasons. 

Fair plant ! I view thee with delight, 

In thee I trace the Hand 
That made the universe from nought, 

And parted sea from land. 

Hope whispers, that this Mighty One 

Who deigns to rear a flower. 
Will if I humbly trust in Him 

Ghiard me in this sad hour : 

By Hope inspired my heart revives. 

Banished is every fear ; 
I thus forget my loneliness 

And feel that God u near. 

Danger surrounds me, want and woe 

My troubled soul oppress ; 
Yet undismayed I'll bear the rod, 

While He is here to bless. 



LINES ADDRESSED TO A WIDOWED FRIESD. 1 



ON SEEING HEB WEEP OVEB SOME WITHERED PLANTS. 

** We all do fade as a leaf." 

Thy flowers are withered, like the loving spouse 
Who cherished those fair emblems of decay 
In youth's bright mom, e'er sorrow's heavy clouds 
Had dimmed the sunshine of thy happy home, 
And left thee mourning o'er the hapless loss 
Of thy fond partner in this vale of tears. 
But weep no more ; hope whispers, he is gone 
To blissful realms far from all pain and woe, 
Where flowers fade not in the hand of Time, 
Where tears are wiped away, and seen no more. 
Then cease to mourn, since there is One above, 
Who deigns to call Himself, " the widow's Friend," 
And " Father of the orphan ;" — Trust in Htm, 
For He will bless all such as thus confide : 
He'll hide them 'neath the shadow of His wings 
To keep their souls from harm, and victory give 
O'er all assaults of spiritual foes ; 
Since Jesus died that true believing ones 
May fear not the dread power of second death, 
But from Life's balmy Tree pluck "healing leaves " 
To cure their soul's disease, and to adorn 
D 2 
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Hail, lovely flow'ret! "childhood's earliest 

dower," 
Fond Fancy paints the past with vivid power ; 
When with delight I culled thy fairy stem, 
Heedless of time, the hours seemed shorter then. 

With sportive glee I twined thy leaflets fair, 
And garlands made to deck my flowing hair ; 
Such sweet remembrances thy sight recalls, 
While tears unbidden on my sad cheek falls ; 

For Youth's delightful dreams have passed away, 
Like gorgeous sunbeams at the close of day ; 
Sad memory oft reviews those pleasant hours. 
When Youth's fair paths were strewed with hope's 
bright flowers. 

Life's numerous thorns meanwhile lay hid from 

view, 
* * Nature looked bright, her sky seemed ever blue ; * ' 
So I ne'er thought that griefs dark clouds would 

lower. 
To dim the sunshine of my happiest hour : 
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But soon, or late, we all shall trouble see, 
For none can alter this severe decree ; 
Which does not spare the rich, or wise, or great. 
Sorrow awaiteth all in mortal state : 

Still it should never make the heeirt repine 
That adverse changes must, man ! be thine, 
May they not be in heavenly wisdom sent 
To wean thy spirit from its earth-ward bent. 
That thou may'st yearn for a far happier time 
Of everlasting bliss, in a more glorious clime ? 
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Fair flower, thou seem'st to veil thy form 

From the observing eye, 
Content in loneliness to live 

And unregarded, die. 

Thy scent is sweet, though no bright tints 

Thy modest robes adorn, 
Thou'rt not as showy as the rose, 

But hast no hidden thorn. 

Thou dost not love a sunny spot. 

Thy home is in the shade 
Of some secluded grassy nook. 

In a deep sheltered glade. 

So Charity in Truth's fair garb arrayed, 

Like thee, sweet floweret, ever courts the shade. 
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Most noble flower ! thou ever tum'st towards the 

sun 
With graceful reverence, and majestic air, 
Thou appear'st the same when he in splendour 

bright 
Doth dress the sky in gorgeous array, or half 
Conceal himself behind dark heavy clouds 
When angry tempests lower : Unchanging flower, 
Fain would I copy thee, and ever turn 
My chiefest thoughts to the eternal Source 
Of endless day, with holy reverence. 
In lively faith, and humble contrite prayer ; 
Whether prosperity illume life's path, 
Or dark adversity o'ershadow it : 
And even if grim Despair should fill my soul 
With sad forebodings of far greater ilfs. 
May I still look to Him, and in His power confide. 
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The Evening Primrose courts the shade, 
Like Wisdom in life's sphere, 

Which loveth not the world's rude gaze. 
Though not dismayed by fear. 

Just as this floweret shuns the glare 

Of SoPs too ardent rays, 
So Wisdom like Humility 

Loves not herself to praise. 

Nor does she yearn to climb the height 

Of vain ambition's hill. 
But in the path allotted her, 

She strives to do God's will. 
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Presented with a nosegay to a young lady, on her bidding 
the writer " Farewell." 



This emblem-flower of fairest hue, 
Is wet with the morning's early dew, 
As if 'twould shed a mournful tear 
O'er parting worth, or Friendship's bier. 

Thy tiny leaves are decked around 
With bright blue flowers by Flora crowned ; 
But destined soon to droop and fade, 
Beneath the hedge's humble shade. 

Yes ! this sweet plant will pass away, 
Its loveliness not long can stay ; 
But shall its teaching be forgot ? 
Forget it, oh ! forget it not ; 

Like it thy beauty will decay. 
E'en life itself must pass away ; 
So transient is all human bliss 
In such a changeful world as this : 
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Yet weep not Friend ; new life will bloom 
In realms of bliss beyond the tomb ; 
Where Friendship will attune again 
Her lyre, to a far happier strain : 

The joys no mortal tongue can tell 
Of that fair land where angels dwell, 
And never there shall Friendship's spell, 
Be broken by the word " farewell." 



THE HOMEWARD-BOrUD LABOCREE. 63 



'' The toil and peril of the day are past — 
Forgotten are to-morrow's crashing cares — 
His heart resigns itself to present joy ; 
The placid happiness of silent prayer, 
The sacred rapture of unspoken praise." 

J. Bradford. 

Behold the labourer on the dreary road, 
With what a gladsome heart he wends his way ; 
Tho' tired and hungry, weak and faint he feels, 
Yet thoughts of home and its endearing ties 
Fill now his ever fond parental heart, 
And seem to lessen the long journey's toil : 
Anon he stoops to pluck from hedgerows green 
Fair emblem-flowers of spring's first earliest bloom ; 
The humble violet, and the daisy meek ; 
As pleasing offerings to his children dear : 
Meanwhile his thoughtful soul to God is raised 
In earnest prayer, that each loved child might 

share 
The virtues which these sentiments portray : 
Full well he knows they'll like this simple gift. 
As flowers are prized alike by youth, and age. 
The mind by them with thoughts divine is moved ; 
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Each wandering thought to Heaven doth thus 

ascend 
Filling the soul with blissM harmony. 
" Spontaneous flowers grew once in Eden's soil, 
Unmixed with weeds, and of more beauteous bloom 
Than those now reared with slavish toil, and care ; 
Yet we should not repine for Otod is good : 
How num'rous are His gifts to all mankind, 
Fair Spring is clad in vernal robes, for them 
The song-bird sweetly warbles forth its notes, 
Warm Summer opes the lovely blushing flower. 
And Autumn follows, drest in mellowed tints 
To pour into his lap her luscious stores : 
Thus ' Nature seems to clap her hands for joy,' 
And in grand chorus hymn her Maker's praise. 
So each created living thing fulfils 
The purpose high, or low, for which ordained ; 
While man alas ! oft; tries God's ways to shun. 
Though with the highest faculties endowed." 
Thus mused the labourer, as with tardy pace 
He hied towards his humble cottage home ; 
Where loving children at the garden gate 
Await their sire's return ; with eager looks 
They run to meet his ever fond embrace ; 
And in kind accents hail his near approach : 
The house-dog's welcome bark now greets his ear, 
E'en the canary seems to show its joy 
In lively notes of pleasing harmony : 
His frugal wife the evening meal prepares ; 
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And happiness domestic reigns around. 
E'en so the christian Pilgrim, as he seeks 
A heavenly home, forgets the many toils 
And dangers of life's way, when musing on 
The heritage divine : "In solitude 
But not alone " he walks, inward communings 
Tranquillize his soul, and cheer him with the 
Hope of endless bliss : The Bible is a chart 
To show the way how he may safely walk 
Life's dangerous road ; its promises he feels 
Of higher worth than all the riches of 
Qolconda's mine, gold of Peru, or " rich 
Potosi's store," for worldly wealth may be 
Purloined, or fail ; but God's bless' d Word shall 
Never pass away : nor can this word revealM 
Ever fail to satisfy the cravings 
Of his soul. Is he athirst ?* The Saviour 
Bids him drink of living waters ; ne'er to . 
Thirst again ; Or is he hungry ? freely he 
May eat the Bread of Life, his spirit to sustain, 
And though the cloudy mists of Sinai's mount 
May for a time hide Calvary from his view, 
The Sun of Eighteousness will shine with power 
And thus reveal the riches of His grace. 
If a true Christian is of humble birth. 
And nursed on "Poverty's imyielding lap," 
He envies not the riches of the world. 



• Rev. xxii. 17. 
E 
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But seeks for riches which can ne'er decay : 

He hath a spirit able to sustain 

The various ills of life, however harsh they be 

Unerring Providence sees fit to send, 

He calmly yields to His all-wise behests 

With cheerftd confidence which knows not fear : 

Nor does he trust in vain ; For man can but as 

Yet the ills of earth's beginning see, God's true 

Design lies hid with other mysteries. 

Which e'er display a labyrinth too deep 

For human search to trace ; for sin confines 

The horizon of our mind, weak'ning thereby 

The spirit's heaven-ward view ; while unbelief 

Creates a mist of gloom through which the sinner 

Viei/rs God's chastisements. So in a piece of 

Polished steel, or burnished brass, we only see 

The outlines of an object roughly traced. 

Which to the vision does distorted seem ; 

Tho' beauteous 'twould appear if in a mirror seen. 

Whene'er the lot of a true child of God 

Is cast among the rich ones, whom the world calls 

great, 
On whom it fawns with ever-ready smile, 
Dazzled by wealth's vain stores, and trappings gay, 
Heedless if their possessor worthless be ; 
Christ's follower feels himself a Steward true. 
Knowing the Master whom he loves to serve 
No difference makes for high, or low degree, 
But looks into his heart, and ev'ry secret knows. 
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He does not sigh to be with honours crowned 

Of earth's bestowing, which must pass away ; 

But for a garland of immortal growth ; 

A crown of glory that will never fade. 

As a true follower of Him who while 

On earth a thorny chaplet wore, with patience 

Meek, and fortitude divine, he does not 

Overrate the worth of worldly power ; 

Ambition's giddy height he will not climb, 

Glorying only in Jehovah's cause, 

He crucifies his fame on the Redeemer's cross, 

And joyfully proceeds on Zion's road. 



£ 2 
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See how those dark leaves dimb 
O'er the lone towers of some forgotten race ; 
Who now like them lie mouldering in the dust, 

Man's resting place. 

Befitting plant to crown 
The hoary head of stem relentless Time ; 
Who oft removes the happiest, and the best 

To Death's dark shrine, 

Before the toil-worn slave, 
And wretch forlorn, who fain from earth would flee, 
Deeming the jailor Death's stem iron band, 
Sweet liberty. 

How short is human life ! 
The longest span that feeble man can see. 
Is nought compared with thy dark hidden course, 

Etemity! 

May this truth teach my heart 
So to improve the precious gift of time ; 
That I in life, in death, may ever be 

Blest Saviour, Thine ! 
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Whence do heavenly hopes arise ? 

Since earth's vast desert waste 
Does not produce such real joys 

As those God's children taste. 

Are they not sent from Paradise 
To cheer mankind below, 

And keep their spirits from despair 
While in this vale of woe ? 

Just as the grapes of Eschol's vale, 
Were gathered to portray 

The riches of the Promised Land, 
To pilgrims on the way. 



In childhood's days we paint a future bright, 
Which Truth reveals to us in shadowy light ; 
For some at least of youth's bright hopes will fade. 
And show life's fairy landscape in dim shade ; 
Thus pleasure's vain pursuits soon pass away, 
But virtuous actions wiU outlive the body's sure 
decay. 
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! i 

I \ 



To Thee, God of grace ! 
In humble prayer my earnest thoughts I raise, 

Turn not away Thy face. 
Permit a child of earth to lisp Thy praise ; 

In sin's sad paths I stray 
Where oft the Tempter does my soul beguile ; 

guide me on life's way, 
And ever cheer me with a gracious smile : 

For soon I must resign 
The soul Thou gav'st me by Thy holy will, 

make me wholly Thine ; 
Say to my troubled conscience, ** Peace, be stil 

Grant that to know Thy name 
May be the greatest object of my care, 

Careless of worldly fame 
May I seek only higher "bAiaa \^ ^"ax^. 
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lead me to the shore 
Where fair celestial pleasures e'er bloom ; 

And where all grief is o'er 
In regions bright, beyond the shadowy tomb I 

Earth's pleasures quickly cloy, 
They satiate e'er fully tasted here, 

And transient is my joy, 
For care and grief alas ! are ever near. 



Exiles, when far from home, 
Remember still their much-loved native land ; 

Their hearts feel sad, and lone 
They long for home, and its true household band : 

So, on this toilsome earth 
My spirit yearns the " better land " to know, 

I love not sinfril mirth. 
But feel myself a pilgrim here below. 



Sailors, when tempests sweep 
O'er the wide waters, with an angry roar, 

A constant watch do keep ; 
So will my spirit wait for Canaan's shore : 

And Faith's strong cable twine 
Eound the sure Bock which lasteth evermore, 

Before the hand of Time 
Hath strown life's sand on death's dark viewless 
shore. 
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Soldiers, on war's red field 
Kegard not danger 'mid the mortal strife, 

Faithfully they wield 
Their country's sword, nor yield it but with Kfe : 

So as a *' soldier of the Cross " 
May I thus combat with besetting sin ; 

And " count all things but loss," 
If I through Christ eternal life can win. 



^ 
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Jtt ^ttcaraiiac. 



' Put on the whole armour of God, that ye may be able to stand 
against the wiles of the devil." — Eph. vi. 11. 

Good soldier on life's battle field 
Assume the Spirit's sword and shield, 

The fight to win : 
Satan will hurl his darts in vain, 
If thou upon life's battle plain 

Dost conquer sin. 

But thou can'st not faith's standard raise. 
Nor hopefully up to Heaven gaze, 

By thine own power : 
Until the Saviour from on high 
Looks down on thee with pitying eye. 

In faith's blest hour. 

Then if sin's waves like billows roll, 
Satan's attempt to o'erwhelm thy soul 

Will fruitless be ; 
For He who trod the stormy wave 
Now lives believing ones to save. 

He'll rescue thee : 
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Though man once pierced His holy side. 
His blessM arms are open wide 

Still to redeem : 
And in outbursts of happy song 
The saved will evermore prolong 

This blissful theme. 



|l ^tiMhn DO li^risi 

*My meditation of Him shall be sweet." — Pbalm civ. 34. 

Come my soul, expand thy wings, 
To soar above earth's trifling things. 

Beyond the sky : 
And keep in view thy heavenly home, 
For it is there, and there alone 

True pleasures lie. 

Let them choose worldly joys who will, 
Do thou crave something better still 

Than earth supplies : 
Oil ! make the most of life's short day, 
Let nought retard thee on thy way 

To seek the prize ; 
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But ever put thy trust in Him 

Who died to save man's soul from sin, 

And lasting woe : 
He lives to give eternal life, 
To saints released from mortal strife 

By Death's sure blow: 

He lives ! He livea ! who once was crowned 
With cruel thorns by those aroimd 

On Calvary : 
So in glad hymns of thankful song, 
may'st thou this bright theme prolong 

Eternally ! 
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'$\t iuBuMm lainn nf 1 arlSIg 

^* Indefinite yearnings, undefined longings, for an unknown 
somewhat I have felt, and still feel within me ; bnt not yet their 
fulfilment." — H. W. Longfellow. 

How soon all earthly pleasures satiate ! 
E'en in the midst of life's most happy hours, 
Do we not sometimes yearn for more delight 
Than all our dull experience yet obtained ? 
Although we feel no idle discontent, 
But oft enjoyment sweet. — ^Ah ! is not this 
The yearning of the soul for bliss supreme ? 
Our spirits long for more than earth affords. 
In happy hours we crave a happier time : 
And for our good, if so our thoughts are raised 
From earth's poor fading things, to fadeless joys 
That ever brighten, as eternity 
True bliss unfolds to the expanding mind 
Of angels pure, who ne'er did sin commit. 
And man redeemed from Adam's sinful fall : — 
For 'tis in Heaven alone that we can know 
The real fulfilment of our soul's desires : 
Since man in Eden lost his first estate. 
The highest joy to be attained on earth, 
Is Hope's fair promise of immortal bliss. 
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ON SEEING HBR WEEP, DUBIKG THE RITE OF CONFIRMATION. 



" Tlirice happy he 
Who on life's threshold turns his steadfast face 
To duty and to truth ; who pauses not, 
Nor wavers in his choice." S. W. Partridge. 



May God assist thee gentle girl, 

The covenant to keep, 
That thou mad'st before His altar 

In bless' d communion sweet ; 
May Israel's Shepherd lead thee 

To ** living streams," I pi ay. 
That thou may'st dwell in Canaan's land 

Where tears are wiped away. 

may His Spirit o'er thy soul 

Its quick'ning influence shed. 
And thus incline thy youthful heart 

In Zion's paths to tread ; 
Peace such as earth can never give. 

May Jesus grant to thee ; 
And crown the gift with sweet foretastes 

Of immortality ! 
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Then whene'er thy Heavenly Father 

Sees fit to call away, 
Thy spirit from its dwelling place 

Of feeble earthly clay ; 
Thou'lt ever live where happiness 

Is free from earth's alloy, 
In a bright home beyond the tomb 

Where pleasures never cloy. 



" Lay up for yourselves treasures in Heaven." 

0, Eeader ! grieve not for the loss of thy wealtli, 
That is borne on Time's swift wings away ; 

But muse on the joys of Emmanuel's land, 
Which can neither decrease, nor decay. 



E'en if poverty mar all enjoyment of life, 

And prosperity's sunshine be o'er ; 
Still think of the time which draws nearer each 
day. 

When such losses will fret thee no more : 



TO ANYONE IN GRIEF. 79 

For the hour is at hand when thy spirit must leave 

Its tenement feeble of clay ; 
And thy fondest desire will be ever to dwell 

In the realms of eternal day. 

The troubles that now so severely oppress 

Will soon be regarded no more ; 
For thou wilt prize only the souPs true peace 

Which comes not by worldly store. 

( ) then, let not all the allurements of earth 

From Zion's path lead thee astray ; 
That thou mayest be one of her glorified band, 

Whose treasures can ne'er pass away. 
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No lasting peace is found in Wealth's vain store, 

For sin hath introduced Contention o'er 

This mundane sphere, since man's rebellious fall, 

And its sad influence has been felt by all : 

A safe retreat firom this destructive spell 

The true heart seeks, and longs with Peace to dwell: 

And heav'nly Peace by Faith's sure guiding star 
The true Believer finds from earth's joys far ; 
Though banished from bright Eden's bowers of 

rest 
She foimd a refuge in her Saviour's breast, 
From whom alone mankind can Peace regain, 
And ftdler joys than Eden's bliss obtain ! 



t\i ^aoinif ^inufr's JUSSrrss in ^cjir. 

Sweet Hope ! thy presence bright I hail with joy. 

To chase the sadd'ning thoughts which oft annoy ; 

Thou bringest consolation to my mind, 

That I may leave all worldly cares behind : 

Thus to Sin's captive in contrition's cell, 

Thou bring' st a smile where tears of anguish fell, 
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For oft I dream when sorrow's dark clouds lower, 
That I shall dwell in Heaven's blissful bower : 
O Hope divine ! with holy unction blest, 
Continue thus to ease my troubled breast ; 
And chase from Death's dark vale the heavy gloom, 
That I may happy be, beyond the tomb ! 



3lo fcjtinfss. 

We should not set our hearts on aught 

That's of an earthly kind ; 
Nor e'er expect from worldly good 

Lasting delight to find : 

For Happiness a stranger is 

Upon our lowly earth, 
A guest who sometimes visits us 

Of pure celestial birth : 

Who dwells with Everlasting Peace 

In blissful realms above, 
Where angels sing their songs of praise 

To Him whosei name is Love. 
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Summeb's delights are flown, alas ! 

And Autumn's pride is fled, 
The flowers that once adorned our paths 

Lie withered now, and dead. 

But at the glad return of Spring, 

All nature will revive ; 
And o*er each mountain, vale, and plain. 

The flowers again will thrive. 

A touching emblem here we see 

Of our frail mortal life ; 
For Death wiU take us from this world 

Of sorrow, care, and strife : 

But at the resurrection mom 

The just again shall rise ; 
Their souls and bodies will unite 

In bliss beyond the skies. 

The wicked too must rise again — 
How sad will be that scene ! — 

They will ihe rocks and hiUs invoke, 
Jehovah's wrath to screen. 
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"The tower may stand, the tree may bloom, 
Yet Time their strength will sever, 
But thou in glory, or in gloom, 
man! shalt live for ever." 

Old Humphrey. 

How desolate thou art, old ruined tower, 
So long dismantled by the hand of Time, 
That of thy former beauty nought is left, 
But evergreens which o'er thy lone walls climb. 

The passer-by views thee with pensive eye. 
And for awhile his onward steps delay 
To muse how slow Decay with Time hath joined 
To bear thy grandeur and thy strength away. 

So 'tis with mortals on this changeful earth. 
Decay's our doom ; e'en while we draw our breath 
We're nearer to the sad and solemn hour 
When we must fall into the sleep of death. 

Yet need we not lament that life is brief, — 
If we so live that after death's long night 
The resurrection mom with calmness rise 
To usher in a day of glory bright. 

F 2 
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"^jsi^ ^ntiijGrrs all fctti ^mni/' 

Death ! stem power that conquers all ; 
Since our first parents' fatal fall, 
A\Tiat terror thou hast spread o'er all ! 

Thou heedest not the mother's sigh, 
When one by one her children die. 
And in the tomb together lie ; 

Nor carest for the orphan's moan. 
Expressed in sorrow's saddest tone, 
" Earth seems, alas ! a desert lone." 

While thus adrift they all are cast 

On Life's rough wave, 'mid Time's rude blast, 

Their fragile barque is sinking fast. 

Saviour, if it be Thy wiU, 
Command life's billows to be still. 
And with bright hopes their bosom fill ; 

That they may throw Faith's anchor o'er 
Time's narrow bounds, on that safe shore 
Where Death and woe assail no more. 
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|0i Jaai, M M^m ^tkxt. 

WRITTEN ON THE DEATH OP A PIOUS LADY. 

Thou art gone to a home of gladness, 

In regions far away ; 
Where death can cast no shadow 

0*er its bright and endless day. 

Misfortune, pain, and trouble. 

In that fair land is o*er, 
The tears are wiped from ev*ry eye 

And sin can vex no more. 

Attired in spotless white, thou stand' st 

Amidst the angelic throng. 
Where Discord's voice is never heard 

To spoil their joyful song. 

haj)py soul ! thus freed from care, 

Why do we weep for thee ? 
We should rejoice that thou art one 

Of that blest company. 

Through all eternity thou'lt live 
In those bright realms above ; 

With countless souls redeemed from sin, 
By Jesu's boundless love. 



K(> lASTINO HAPPIXESS. 



ox THE DEATH OF THEIR INEANT DAUGHTER. 

" The flower fadeth." 

Ye tender-hearted ones who mourn 
Your much-loved early dead, 

Weep not, her spirit is released 
From earth's cold prison bed ; 

For Jesus has transplanted it 

To a more genial clime, 
Before the poisonous blight of sin 

Could mar its youthful prime : 

Her soul now lives amidst the joys 

Of Paradise above ; 
Where fadeless flowers immortal bloom, 

And all is peace and love. 

Then mourn not though your lovely babe 

Is seen on earth no more, 
Iler spirit dwells in regions bright, 

Where all her pains are o'er. 
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** Man's portion is to die, and live again." 

Fond Memory, I oft commune with thee, 
When in the hidden mines of thought I stray ; 
Though sad Begret weeps over mispent time. 
Yet Hope's bright visions cheer me on life's way : 

While ** contemplation rests upon my brow," 
And pensive musings o'er me hold their sway ; 
Sweet Fancy paints the form of cherished friends. 
Who now, alas ! from earth have passed away. 

Grief rears her statues to departed worth. 
Her sad mementos touch the inmost soul ; 
But what availeth Sorrow's bitter tears 
When our loved friends have reached their destined 
goal? 

And what to them is pageantry's vain show. 
Or all the things which are to us most dear ? 
Can Fame's bright guerdon urge the silent dead 
To deeds of virtue on this mimdane sphere ? 
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Ah, no ! the sand in their hour-glass is ran, 
So they will yearn for Glory's meed no more ; 
Nor will they ever thirst for worldly wealth, 
Since all the joys of earth to them are o'er. 

But I will mourn not ; there's a blissful land 
Where pure delights exist unmixed with pain, 
Beyond the reach of sickness, death, and woe, 
Where friends once met will never part again ! 



ACROSTIC TO A FEIEND. 89 



Jrrosiir h a Jriml 

T Hou child of many earnest prayers offered in 

faith for thee, 
H eaven's blessing resteth on thy head to make 

thy spirit free : 
may His peace and saving grace abide within 

thy breast, 
M uch joy wiU then await thee when called to take 

thy rest, 
A crown of glory thou wilt wear which none can 

take away ; 
S uch as the rust wiU not corrupt when earthly 

things decay. 

A nd mayst thou e'er in lively faith, throughout 

life's varied day, 
R ejoice thy favoured course to run in Zion's 

peaceful way : 
N e'er mayst thou that sure road forsake, nor cast 

thy hope aside, 
n the Redeemer let thy trust continue to abide ; 
L ife then will be a happy state, for Jesus loveth 

thee: 
D eath will lose his sharpest sting, and Grave her 

victory. 



90 LASTING HAPPINESS. 



W ILT thou accept the humble lines 

I now address to thee ? 

L et not thy heart scorn good advioe — 

L earn its utility. 

I trust thou wilt respect my theme, 

A nd so live that thy hope of bliss 

M ay be no idle dream. 

I n fervent prayer with reverence kneel 
ft at the throne of grace ; 
H ow blest are they who know the Lord, 
N or seek to shun His face. 

T hy honoured parents feel the truth 
f that redeeming grace, 
M ore precious far than aught beside, 
P repared for Adam's race : 
S o mayst thou reap the benefits 
O f Christ's atoning power ; 
N or e'er forget to pray to Him, in every 
trying hour. 
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ON THE FORTIETH ANNIYEBBABT OF THEIR MARRIAGE. 

How many fleeting years have passed away, 
Since the fair mom of that auspicious day 
When you, dear parents, joined in heart and hand, 
With firm resolve in weal, or woe, to stand ; 
And be each others comforter in pain, 
So that your time might not be spent in vain : 
Long may you thus in life stand side by side. 
That when stem Death the union shall divide 
May you depart in peace, and joy, and love. 
To re-unite in the great Church above ; 
Where souls redeemed enjoy a glorious rest, 
With lasting spiritual union blest. 



Accept for Friendship's sake my homely lay. 
On the return of this thy natal day ; 
Long mayst thou live to cheer thy parents' heart. 
From their sage counsel mayst thou ne'er depart : 
Then Wisdom will her laurels twine for thee, 
And Knowledge will display them happily : 
Religion, then, her lasting peace wiU shed, 
And ^x a crown of glory on thy head.* 



♦ Proverbs iv. 9. 
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Dear sorrowing Friend, accept my heartfelt lay, 
For thy true welfare I thus humbly pray ; 
Mayst thou henceforth from every grief be free, 
And live in comfort and prosperity : 
May God assist thee in thy twofold care 
Thy orphan babes in His own ways to rear : 
Though they are weeping o'er a father's bier, 
Hope whispers. There's a Heavenly Father near, 
To guide them on through Ufe *' a little while," 
Till they in Bliss behold His welcome smile. 



J ^imil^ 



As in our natural world the elements 

E'er thus their own seK kindred parts do seek. 

Water with water will its level find, 

Fire draweth fire, air its own course will take, 

And dust returneth to its kindred earth : 

E'en so man's spirit, when by Wisdom taught, 

WiU seek communion with the world above ; 

Where Hope's celestial star is ever lost 

In the eflPiilgence of Jehovah's rays ; 

And faith is realized in bliss divine. 



TO THE SHAMROCK. 93 



1^0 i\t $\zmvmt 



Hail, emblem fair of Erin's isle, 

Where Nature does in beauty smile : 

Her patron saint showed forth by thee 

The doctrine of the Trinity ; * 

To rude barbarians, wild, untaught, 

Who 'niongst themselves and others fought ; 

Though oft he strove to turn aside 

Their thoughts from strife and warlike pride : 

But Erin's isle shall yet be free 
From party strife, and tyvajmj ; 
E'en as the darkness glides away 
Before the light of rising day ; 
For Jesu's Church must yet increase, 
TiU every heart shall find true peace ; 
Nor discord evermore be known. 
For perfect love will reign alone. 



* This alludes to the foUowing heautiful tradition. The pioas 
and devoted St. Patrick used frequently to address the people 
in the fields ; and finding on one of these occasions that they 
did not comprehend his explanation of the unity of the Holy 
Trinity, he stooped down and gathered a Shamrock, in illus- 
tration thereof. 
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'' The path of sorrow, and that path alone, 
Leads to the land where sorrow is unknown." 

Rev. Db. Watts. 

Where art thou sailing, gallant ship, 
With thy brave crew, I pray ? 

From the shores of Erin's island, 
Just now thou'rt launched away. 



And as thou ridest o'er the waves 
Of the dark and stormy deep ; 

May He who ruleth earth, and sea. 
Thy crew in safety keep. 

The voyage is begun with hope, 
But earthly hopes are vain ; 

And thou, alas ! mayst never reach 
Erin's loved isle again. 

Thus is our life's short pilgrimage. 
Ever fraught with hope and fear. 

How oft is life's uneven way 
Bedewed with many a tear ! 
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Yet mourn not, man, if sorrow's path 

Lead thee to that fair shore 
Where storms and tempests are unknown, 

And where all grief is o'er. 



Adieu to thee, fair Erin's isle, 
" My native land adieu ; " 

I must forsake thy verdant groves. 
And meads of emerald hue. 



Absence will ne'er make me forget 
The friends I love so well ; 

Affection's power enthrones my heart 
With a delightftd spell. 

Farewell, my cherished friends ! alas. 
Fate wills that we must part ; 

But though to distant climes I roam, 
Ye are precious to my heart. 
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I'll not forget the moments spent 
In words and actions kind ; 

Not even wealth's gay splendour shall 
Erase them firom my mind. 

And if it be our destiny 
To meet on earth no more ; 

I trust we shall each other greet 
Where parting scenes are o'er. 



Pbaise the Lord when spring discloses 
Opening buds of beauteous hue ; 

Praise the Lord when gorgeous summer 
Decks the earth with beauties new ; 

Praise the Lord when smiling autumn 
Brings her ever- welcome store ; 

Praise the Lord when hoary winter 
Spreads the earth with snow-flakes o'er. 
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Thou who reign' st above ! 
With countless worlds beneath Thy blissful throne, 

Blessed Prince of Peace and Love, 
Look down and make my humble heart Thine own : 

And Thou, God ! alone 
Be honoured in the temple of my heart ; 

The laws once wrote on stone 
Grave on my breast, and bid them ne'er depart. 

Descend, celestial Dove ! 
And inward peace to my sad mind restore ; 

Look down on me in love, 
And blot out my transgressions evermore : 

That stem relentless death 
No second victory o'er me may gain : 

Thou who gav'st me breath. 
Let not my earnest pleadings be in vain ! 
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^i^nsf 5 c^ppitjg ^ii\ Sis %m'^* 

When on this weary earth 
The blessed Redeemer felt our every woe, 

He died that we might live ; 
He crushed the power of Hell's aspiring foe : 

And now He intercedes 
For erring man, before His Father's throne ; 

He pleads our frailty, 
And makes the true believer's cause His own : 



So that the contrite heart 
By the disquiet of this vain world riven. 

Longs with all sin to part. 
And meekly sets its chiefest thoughts on Heaven : 

Knowing all will be peace 
On that delightftd ever-radiant shore, 

Where death can never come. 
And lasting joys abide for evermore. 



PARAPHRASE, ETC. 99 



^mz\ Jaraji^rasfl 

ZioN awake ! awake ! Eenew 
Thy strength, thou holy city true ! 
For none shall e'er abide with thee 
But such as are among the £ree. 
Shake off thy dust : arise ! arise ! 
Thy ransom cometh from the skies : 
Loose from thee every slavish band, 
Thou who dost as a captive stand ; 
For thus saith Zion's mighty King, 
Who will to thee salvation bring, 
" Since ye have sold yourselves for nought. 
Without gold now ye shall be bought." 
In Egypt when ye sojourned there, 
The Egyptian's dealings were unfair : 
Now saith the Lord, " What have I here. 
That Israel them should serve in fear ? 
For nought is Israel forced away. 
And my Name dishonoured ev'ry day ; 
Therefore shall Israel know my Name, 
Nor shall they worship me in vain." 
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He* shall grow up before Him, as a plant 

Young and tender, springing out of barren earth 

Which long hath lacked its soft refreshing shower. 

He is without the form of comeliness ; 

When we shall see Him, there is nought to please 

The eye, and lo ! He is by men despised, 

Although He bore our woe and grief, also 

Our chastisement, and for our peace, disquiet. 

We all have turned into the paths of sin, 

Like sheep unmindful of their keeper's voice, 

And the Almighty hath been pleased to wound 

The Shepherd for the sheep. Like as the guileless 

Lamb is onward led by sordid man in 

Agony to die, and as the harmless 

Sheep will quiet stand before her shearers, dumb. 

So He affliction bore, and murmured not. 

He was from judgment and from prison taken. 

And who His generation shall declare ? 

Behold, He for transgressing man was stricken. 

And in the regions of the dead He lay : 

Jehovah bruised Him, and put to grief. 

And made His soul an offering for sin ; 

Yet He shall see His seed, and shall His days 

prolong ; 
Of His soul's travail shall be satisfied. 
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|l frapr. 



While I am on life's battle-field, 
Jesus b6 near my soul to shield 

From every woe : 
grant me grace to look to Thee, 
That I may ever manfully 

Eesist the foe. 

Dear Jesus, look down from above, 

look on me with tender love 

And watchful care : 
Melt Thou my guilty heart of stone, 
And mould it till it shall alone 

Thine impress wear : 

So that when Death shall take away 
My spirit from this house of clay. 
With sins forgiven, 

1 may not fear his dread alarms, 
But fall asleep in Thy blessed arms. 

To wake in Heaven ! 
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" The time of my departure is at hand : I have fought 
a good fight." 

Farewell, my weeping friends and kindred dear ! 
I feel that Death's cold hand to me is near : 
Yet while I bid this changeful world adieu, 
With Faith's glad eye a better land I view ; 
And mansions bright beyond the starry sky 
Where my soul's portion, my best treasures lie. 
No heart can e'er conceive, nor language tell, 
The joys of those who with their Saviour dwell ; 
And true believers who from sin would flee 
May taste these joys, for Christ saith, " Oome to 

Me, 
Ye who are burthened, with your sins opprest. 
Come unto Me, and I will give you rest." 
So calmly earth's best things I'll leave behind, 
Assured my soul this heav'nly rest shall find : 
Christ is my hope, and Faith with steadfast eye 
Expands her wings to soar beyond the sky : 
I look to Him who once this desert trod. 
Who bore for me His Father's chast'ning rod, 
And on the other side of Jordan stands 
To welcome me amongst angelic bands ; 
Thus through Death's gloom I see a glimm'ring 

ray, 
The dawning of a bright eternal day ! 
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Tliiis is the hope which animates my soul 
And soothes my pain, since He hath made me 
whole : 

blessM hope ! departing life's best stay ! 
The world can give ih.ee not, nor take away. 
Once more adieu ! my soul is leaving earth, 
To share with angels the celestial birth, 

A sure inheritance, free from decay, 
Lasting and bright as Heaven's eternal day ! 
Soon my glad spirit will for ever be 
Freed from the fetters of mortality ; 
And fuU of ardour fed with holy fire, 

1 shall attune a bright immortal lyre 

To blissful themes, but little known below — 
Themes which the blest departed fuUy know. 
rapturous thought ! to be thus truly blest. 
How my soul yearns for such a glorious rest ! 
So, friends beloved, no longer weep for me. 
But watch, and pray that you from sin may flee ; 
That we may meet again on Canaan's shore. 
Where pain and parting will be known no more. 
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BUaOESTED BY SEEING AN EABLT PRIMROSE. 

I LOVE to see thy form appear, 
Darling of the new-born year ! 
Thy scent recalls to memory 
The happy days of infancy, 
When witii delight I culled thy flowers, 
Heedless of life's swift passing hours : 
Thus Fancy paints on memory's page 
The sports of Youth's bright golden age ; 
Which, lovely flowret, like to thee 
Charm for awhile, then cease to be. 
When Spring resigns her transient reign, 
Thou'lt disappear from hill and plain, 
And yield thy place to brighter flowers, 
Adorning Summer's fairer bowers. 
So I, when I have run my earthly race. 
Must to another yield my lowly place : 
But when life's feeble pulse shall cease to throb, 
And I am laid beneath the silent sod, 
May my poor muse in humble hearts still live. 
Comfort to true Believers may it give ; 
And. cause despairing souls to look above 
To that dear Saviour who with matchless love 
FoTT giulty man His guiltless life laid down, 
Tlxat they might wear a never-fading crow^. 
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104 LASTING HAPPINESS. 

SUGGESTED BY SEEING AN EARLY PRIMROSE. 

I LOVE to see thy form appear, 
Darling of the new-born year ! 
Thy scent recalls to memory 
The happy days of infancy, 
When with delight I culled thy flowers, 
Heedless of life's swifb passing hours : 
Thus Fancy paints on memory's page 
The sports of Youth's bright golden age ; 
Which, lovely flowret, like to thee 
Charm for awhile, then cease to be. 
When Spring resigns her transient reign, 
Thou'lt disappear from hill and plain. 
And yield thy place to brighter flowers. 
Adorning Summer's fairer bowers. 
So I, when I have run my earthly race. 
Must to another yield my lowly place : 
But when life's feeble pulse shall cease to throb, 
And I am laid beneath the silent sod, 
May my poor muse in humble hearts still live. 
Comfort to true Believers may it give ; 
And cause despairing souls to look above 
To that dear Saviour who with matchless love 
For guilty man His guiltless life laid down, 
That they might wear a never-fading crown. 
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